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is as forceful in the dark December noons as in this
paradisal atmosphere. It is, you will say, an old
man's especial whim, but it is a very comforting
madness, you will agree, m'seu."
Maitre Julien relit his cigar with a steady hand.
Five minutes later we parted, the old man going
home contentedly for his afternoon siesta. To-
wards the main gate on the boulevard, through
branches heavy with almond blossom, I watched
his Panama hat and faded alpaca coat disappear
from sight.
*                 *                 *
IK 1937 I revisted Paris for the Exhibition and
on the second day of my stay I made my way to
the little restaurant off the Rue de Batignolles.
The premises had changed little. In the window
"stood the same figure of Charlie Chaplin evolved
from,crab and lobster legs ; the plush cushions were
as comfortable and as dusty as they had been three
years before. And the same proprietor, with a
noticeably wider paunch, beamed officiously from
behind the till.
But there was no sign of Maitre Julien. Perhaps
I was too early. No doubt the old man was
ambling up the boulevard, imbibing the intoxicat-
ing scents of the season, prior to taking his well-
loved midday meal. I sat down in the corner seat
and ordered an aperitif. Half an hour passed and
the advocate did not appear.
On a sudden impulse I approached the pro-
prietor.
" At what hour does Maitre Julien take dejeuner? "